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XIII. SONNET
Of all he would do

IF I were fire, I'd burn the world away ;

If I were wind, I'd turn my storms thereon ;
If I were water, I'd soon let it drown ;
If I were God, I'd sink it from the day ;
If I were Pope, I'd never feel quite gay

Until there was no peace beneath the sun ;

If I were Emperor, what would I have done ?-
I'd lop men's heads all round in my own way.
If I were Death, I'd look my father up ;
If I w^ere life, I'd run away from him ;

And treat my mother to like calls and runs.
If I were Cecco (and that's all my hope),
I'd pick the nicest girls to suit my whim,
And other folk should get the ugly ones.

XIV. SONNET
He is past all Help           i

FOR a thing done, repentance is no good,      I

Nor to say after, Thus wrould I have done I
In life, what's left behind is vainly rued ;     [

So let a man get used his heart to shun^  /
For on his legs he hardly may be stood      \j

Again, if once his fall be well begun.
But to show wisdom, 's what I never could ;

So where I itch I scratch now, and all's one.
I'm down, and cannot rise in any way ;

For not a creature of my nearest kin

Would hold me out a hand that I could reach.
I pray you do not mock at what I say ;

For so my love's good grace may I not win
If ever sonnet held so true a speech !